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editorial

A Few Things about SF
anH wldns
Remember the guy in your junior high school who wore ·
Coke-bottle bottom glasses and a plastic pen guard in his
shirt pocket? Who sat transfixed in math class, feet propped
atop his luggage-size briefcase, floodwater-length pants revealing dazzling white hosiery and just a suggestion of pasty
white calf? Who always had his homework done? Who glowed
in the teacher's praise? Who even did the extra credit problems? Who was, in short, a nurd?
Well, his time has come. Science fiction is where he was at
when it came to spare-time reading material, and 1979 should
be a banner year for SF. Ten years after the first manned moon
landing, five years away from 1984, this year already shows
promise , having begun with a spate of UFO sightings in New
Zealand and close-visual contact with the planet Jupiter via
NASA's deep-space probe, Voyager I. The road to success
for SF has been paved by Star Wars and Close Encounters;
the release of Star Trek: The Motion Picture sometime in the
fall (coinciding with Pioneer 11 's passage directly beneath
the rings of Saturn) will undoubtedly find science fiction
beaming its way into the hearts of millions.
Of course , all this trendy success will not alter the guy's
nurdiness. He probably still wears leisure suits and lives in
Cleveland . But he will be ready to ride the coming wave. If you
didn't spend your time in math class as profitably as he, you
have some catching up to do. Here are a few things about
science fiction that should help you out:
1) SF is not space cowboys riding rocket ships with laser
pistols in their hands anymore . It used to be, back in the '30's,
during what's now known as The Golden Age of Pulps.
" Pulps" were cheap digests of fiction that got their name from
the sleazy quality paper they were printed on. The SF pulps,
more often than not, featured on their . covers an octopus
creature devouring a busty space maiden, or some other
lu ridly colored scene . The cover bore little or no resemblance
to the contents of the finer magazines-Fantastic Stories,
Amazing Stories, and (still publishing) Analog. These
magazines carried the seeds of a finer fruit, the sub-genre
that some of its most enthusiastic proponents call "speculative fiction."
2) If you ever come across an old copy of Amazing Stories,
don't throw it away. It's worth a lot of money.
3) The method of SF, or speculative fiction, is extrapolation.
SF writers take a known scientific fact or a current hypothesis
and project it into a future or possible world . For example, one
writer, using what he knew about heavy water, postulated the
development of a " polywater" molecule which behaved like a

living creature. Other broader and more widely used situations, such as overpopulation, nuclear holocaust and, of
course, alien life forms based on methane breathing are
standard devices. The method of SF extends to all sciences
and pseudo-sciences, including psychology and championship diving.
4) Psychology and championship diving are not chosen
very often as subjects for extrapolation.
5) The transcendent virtue of science fiction is its presci- ·
ence. In the case of Jules Verne, many of the fantastic
creations of his imagination are now reality, like the submarine. Science fiction writers have predicted a great number
of technological developments which await fulfillment: antigravity belts, navigation through hyperspace, and E-Z open,
E-Z pour oil supertankers among them .
6) The pmphetic powers of all science fiction writers are
extrapolated from the case of Jules Verne.
7) A list of science fiction writers for you to read: Isaac
Asimov, Robert Heinlein, C. M. Kornbluth, Frederick Pohl,
Robert Silverberg, Roger Zelazny, A. E. Van Vogt, Frank
Herbert, Gordon Dickson, Ray Bradbury, C. S. Lewis (Space
Trilogy only), Norman Spinrad .
A list of science fiction writers to avoid reading : Harlan
Ellison.
A list of writers who are not science fiction writers : John
Milton, Colleen McCollough, C. S. Lewis (except Space Trilogy), Harold Robbins, James Michener.
Now that you know a few things about science fiction , you
can start reading it. Enjoy.

Cathy Bouwsma
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The Shape of Things to Come
A hint: it looks like a moldy basketball

" I don't care if it does look like a plate tu/la
puke. If there 's anything alive south of San Antonio I think we oughta throw a party for it."
-the Honorable Abraham Carnally
Governor of the State of Texas

ANN ARBOR (AP)- Scientists at the University of Michigan
Subterranean Campus today confirmed earlier reported
statements that they have the first indisputable evidence of
biological evolution. After three months of intensive investigation using long-lens cameras in orbiting reconnaissance
satellites , research crews have identified and extensively
photographed a life form which they say has never before
existed on the face of the earth. The creature , which observers have described as an essentially featureless gray-green
sphere approximately one meter in diameter, was apparently
spontaneously generated in ruptured waste tanks outside the
remains of the Dow Chemical Toxic Substances Production
Facility on the rim of the Brownsville crater in extreme southeastern Texas.
Pfc . Arco Philbin , a Works Project enlisted man on permanent assignment to the custodial staff at the North American
Air Defense (NORAD) Headquarters in Colorado, is credited
with the first sighting of the creature , and also, by way of long
tradition in the biological sciences, with naming it. "I first see
that ugly thing ," said Philbin , "when l's sweepin ' in the room
with the TV sets. It look' like a basketball all cover' with mold .
So I call ' it Meadowlark." Ph ilbin was apparently referring to
the late Meadowlark Lemon , a basketball player with the
Harlem Globetrotters in the sixties and seventies .
NORAD press liaison officer Major Alvin Powers explained
that Pfc. Philbin's sighting took place in a Security Monitoring
Station where military personnel receive television signals
from deep-space cameras trained on points around the
globe . "After the unexpected spontaneous detonation of the
nuclear waste dumps at Hanford , Washington , five years ago ,
we've been keeping an eye on the other nuclear dump sites
around the country," Major Powers said in a press conference
this morning . "There 's still a sizable amount of unstable
fissioning material in the bottom of the Brownsville crater left
from the meltdown accident of the Lucifer Atom ic Power
Station there ten years ago , and that's why we had cameras
trained on that spot. It's just a happy accident they managed
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T. A. Straayer
to pick up that beastie on the rim of the crater."
In three months observers have been able to determine
very little about the organism . Although they have seen it
move, they don't know yet how it accomplishes the feat. Some
scientists have seen in the creature's activity signs of a
rudimentary intelligence, but all researchers stress that the
organism in no way threatens life as we know 'it.
Officials with the U.S. Department of Agriculture , who are
currently engaged in consolidation of the investigation of the
organism, promised to keep the public apprised of further
developments in daily press conferences for an indefinite
period of time.
"Hell, we'll sweep the Nobel prizes with this
little bugger. Meadowlark's gonna put ITT's
chickenshit recombinant-DNA brontosaurus
right out of the spotlight. We've hit the mother
lode, biowise ."
-Dr. Elbin McDonald
Coordinator of the first investigatory team

[Ed . note : Dr. Carl Sagan was removed from cryogenic suspension in liquid nitrogen at Union Carbide's UCLA Corpsicle
Laboratories on March 21 in order that he might be made
aware of what is already being called the scientific event of
the millenium. He has graciously agreed to an interview with
Time 's science editor Martin Feldman concerning the
Meadowlark organism .]
TIME :
How would you characterize the impact of Meadowlark on the scientific community?
SAGAN : Well , it's absolutely unprecedented . On the one hand
it would appear to be an unassailable substantiation
of evolutionary theory , but on the other hand it's
going to necessitate a radical reappraisal of some of
our basic assumptions in the life sciences .
TIME :
How so?

SAGAN:
TIME :

SAGAN :

TIME :

SAGAN :

TIME :
SAGAN:

TIME:
SAGAN:

TIME:
SAGAN:
TIME :

Meadowlark is a very different kind of bird. There is
nothing even remotely like it on the earth .
Hasn 't bioengineering experi_mentation already produced totally new life forms? How is Meadowlark
different?
Most genetic research in "bioengineering " has been
concerned with restructuring , or recombining , the
DNA molecule-the basic genetic code molecule for
all life as we know it-to create new organisms or to
reconstitute extinct species. The dinosaur reconstituted by bioengineers at ITT's Antarctic outpost is an
example. But it's unlikely that Meadowlark is based
on the DNA molecule at all.
Why?
DNA is a fairly fragile molecule, rather susceptible to
damage. It's already an unviable genetic material in
better than fifty percent of the unprotected surface
area of the United States. Evolution along DNA lines
can be safely considered impossible in the
Brownsville area, where excessive radiation and an
environment of toxic agents would militate against
survival of any of the more complex amino acids.
If not DNA, then what?
Since on-site investigation has been impossible, we
can really only guess. Records of what might have
been in the tanks at the Dow Chemical plant were all
destroyed in the South Texas Cataclysm, so we
haven 't much to go on there . Add to that the fact that
exposure to the atmosphere for several years has
necessarily altered the chemical composition of the
tanks ' contents anyway . At last count I believe there
were reports of upwards of 700,000 separate manmade compounds in the air and water of the Gulf of
Mexico. Tentatively I understand that biochemists on
the project suspect that Meadowlark's g·enetic material is based on a pesticide chain, perhaps an asymmetrical molecular mating of, say, DDT and 2,4 ,5-T.
Meadowlark is a fairly large beast. What's it finding in
that wasteland to eat?
That's another of the puzzles that hasn't been solved .
The organism hasn't been seen actually ingesting
anything . Early in the investigation Meadowlark's
greenish tinge led some to believe that chlorophyll
might be involved, but of course if that were the case
it would have been destroyed long ago . Depletion of
the atmospheric ozone layer led to an increase in
received ultraviolet radiation which killed off all plant
life south of the thirtieth parallel as long ago as 1988.
Current theories include a mechanism for direct gas
fixation (something along the lines of leguminous
plants which can extract nitrogen from the air) , or
simple accretion (the notion that the dirt or whatever
it's rolling around in is simply sticking to it, thus
making it grow bigger). Whatever it is, it's unconventional.
And that's a good capsule summary of everything
about the creature.
Precisely. We 've never seen anything like Meadowlark before .
Would you be willing to say what you think its final

SAGAN:

significance will be?
Well , it's an example of ultimate adaptation. That
anything at all could survive in an environment as
hellishly hostile as Brownsville is in itself staggering .
On a planet becoming progressively more intolerable for conventional life, Meadowlark may very well
be the shape of things to come .

" I don ' hardly know what's happenin ' in the
war/'. I ain't had any leave time in three year' . An'
since I had to go an ' see that dam.n fuzz ball, I
don 't think I'm gonna get any for the next thirty,
neither."
-Pfc. Arco Philbin, discoverer of Meadowlark
as quoted in People magazine

As might be expected , the phenomenon of the Meadowlark
organism caused tremors throughout the religious world, but
the unexpectedly severe aftershocks which continue to be felt
. have convinced the board of editors of Christianity Today to
devote this entire issue to the subject. We find it difficult at
best to refer to an event which took place in a rusty metal tank
filled with what could conventionally only be considered the
most virulent of poisons as an Immaculate Conception, as
some of our more rad ical brethren have done, but we cannot
deny the theoiogical significance of the occurrence or its as
yet uncalculable ramifications.
Already the Southern Baptist Convention, in emergency
session , has declared Meadowlark to be the Antichrist come
in this form to resurrect the Evolution heresy. The selfproclaimed Lord High Gumbah , an Eastern sect leader who in
the past has advocated air freshener and tooth decay as
means to higher consciousness, has declared Meadowlark to
be the returned Messiah , and predicts the imminent advent of
a new age. The United Presbyterean General Assembly has
endorsed ordination of the organism . And , in the latest of a
series of bizarre announcements from the San Clemente
Vatican , Pope Ludicrus I has denied the very existence of
Meadowlark on the grounds of doctrinal purity.
Just as Meadowlark emerged some months ago from the
ecological madness which is its home, we would pray that an
evangelically sound position might emerge from the theological crisis into which we have all been drawn by this enigmatic
act of the Father.
THE EDITORS

" . . . batteries not included. To get your own
cuddly Meadowlark, simply send $19.95 to:
Meadowlark Muppet
P.O. Box 1996
Duluth, Minnesota 55801071 03
"Pleas'e allow nine months for delivery ."

"',

"This is the Silverman Broadcasting System's Evening
News with Simulacrum® Walter Cronkite and Howard Cose II ."
CRONKITE: In the top of the news tonight, the Army Corps of
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Engineers launched its fifteenth robot VE!hicle
today en route to Brownsville, Texas, and the
Meadowlark organism there. The fourteen
machines sent before have all failed to reach their
destination, but hopes run high for the success of
Probe Fifteen.
Scientists are urgently interested in a close-up
investigation and possibly even a tissue sample of
Meadowlark, but a manned expedition to the
Brownsville area has been ruled impossible by
health authorities on the grounds that no human
could survive more than a few hours below a line
from San Antonio to Galveston, even if he were
equipped with a portable sealed environment and
radiation shielding . Engineers are experiencing
problems almost as severe in trying to guide vehicles by remote control over the 425 kilometers of
barbarous terrain between their Halletsville command post and the Brownsville site, but Probe
Fifteen has already covered most of the distance
without significant setbacks.
For a close-up report on just what scientists will
attempt to accomplish with Probe Fifteen should it
arrive at Brownsville, we switch to Howard Cosell
on location in Halletsville, Texas .
coSELL: Thank you, Walter, and I think I may call you Walter
after the many years we have spent together accumulating memories I know are sacred to the both
of us as newsmen par excellence, andCR0N KITE : What's that behind you, Howard?
cosELL:
Well, Walter, behind me stands an actual working
model of Probe Fifteen now at rest in an environment constructed to simulate the Brownsville
crater .area, home of the now infamous and inscrutable Meadowlark organism . Talented and
dedicated engineers of the armed forces have
been working around the clock testing the Probe
unit. Ah, the men are now rolling in a scale model
of Meadowlark, constructed, I am informed, from
papier-mache and bread dough.
CRONKITE: Excuse me, Howard, but you're blocking the camera view.
cosELL:
Precisely, Walter. The Probe is covered with a
bank of sophisticated cameras that will be covering the entire procedure. The most crucial activity
will be an attempt to procure a bit of the creature's
epithelium . To that end the Probe is equipped with
a small drill on a pole-the extended limb which
resembles a billiard cue fixed to the unit's central
core. Scientists here will attempt to pierce the skin
of Meadowlark and withdraw a small sample. The
deft technique required puts me in mind of the
memorable 1980 Eight Ball Championship in
which the legendary Minnesota Fats matched wits
and skills withCR0N KITE: Thank you, Howard, for that close-up look at the
planned operation. SBS News will be interrupting
the evening's programming to bring you updated
reports on the activity .
·
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Sirs:
In an age of perpetual environmental calamity,
is there any question? Meadowlark for Organism
of the Year!
Marcia Bel/view
-from the letters column of Time magazine

"We interrupt our regularly scheduled programming to bring
you the following special announcement live from the Ovular
Office in Camp David, Maryland . And now, the Chairman of
the Board of the United States of America, Ms . Margaret Ford
DuPont ."
"Good evening. Fellow Americans, I come to you tonight
with news of the gravest national import. Earlier today a crew
of government scientists, using remotely operated machinery, was successful in achieving contact with the creature known to all of you as Meadowlark. Due to circumstances
beyond the control of any of the fine persons involved in this
project, the procedure appears to have inadvertantly contributed not only to the destruction of Meadowlark, but also to an
environmental accident that is already further threatening the
health of one-third of the continental American population .
"Clear observation of the Brownsville site has been difficult
at best, and observers are not entirely certain exactly what
happened there this afternoon, but the consensus of opinion
among the scientists is that when their specially designed
Probe Fifteen unit moved in to take a sample of Meadowlark's
. tissue, it either physically nudged or frightened the creature in
such a way that it was caused to tumble over the edge of the
crater there .
"The bottom of the crater is filled with the seething remains
of the reactor core from the Lucifer Atomic Power Station
which stood on that site until its accidental meltdown in 1986.
No known physical substance-still less living matter-could
survive the fierce radioactivity or the more than fivethousand-d·egree heat in that pit, and so we must consider
Meadowlark to be lost forever .
"Still worse, the scientists theorize that Meadowlark's bodily substance must have acted as a moderator for the nuclear
materials, and stirred the long-smouldering atomic fires into a
bright blaze . A cloud of radioactive fallout pouring from the pit
is already fouling the atmosphere as far north as the Illinois
border and as far west as the ruins of Phoenix, Arizona. Civil
Defense captains throughout the affected areas are now busy
implementing Standard Crisis Procedure , and I would again
beg you all to assist in their efforts.
"In this time of stress let us, as Americans, once more put
our shoulders to the wheel that we may, as we always have in
the past, survive .... "

"Well, there goes the whole friggin' ball of wax."
-Or. Elbin McDonald at the government post-mortem
inquest on Meadowlark

" ... but what Madame Chairman did not know when she
made her announcement last Friday-what the scientists and

observers could nor see through the cloak of radioactive
fallout and atmospheric dust that hung between the Brownsville crater and their high-in-the-sky orbiting cameras, was
that at some time in the few days after Meadowlark rolled
into that hellish pit of oblivion, it would miraculously rise
back out again, in violation of all known physical laws, rise

magnificent and powerful, on gossamer wings, like a butterfly emerging from some unimaginable chyrsalis, to begin a
new phase of its life on this terrestrial ball. And that ... is
the rest of the story."
·
-Paul Harvey, Jr.
on The Rest of the Story®
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Science fiction belongs to a group of popular (and therefore suspect) varieties of fiction which includes mysteries ,
westerns , and the entire opus of Grace Livingston Hill. Still, SF
writers are perhaps the only ones who consistently keep the
letter of one basic law of fiction: You must create a world for
the reader .
SF writers also possess a respectable literary heritage.
They descend from the visionary Jules Verne, the prolific H.
G. Wells, and the twin prophets of totalitarian society, George
Orwell and Aldous Huxley, Though many are atrocious
stylists-Isaac Asimov, the Grand Old Man among them, has
yet, I believe, to write a sentence that doesn't bump and
jerk-form is not the distinguishing feature of this su b-genre .
Ideas and imagination are everyth ing .
The best science fiction, however, is quite read able and,
most often, inspiring by virtue of the possibi lities for human
achievement which it sets out to descri be. But above all, SF at
its fin est touches on universal emotions ; it makes characteristic human responses to strange, untried , but (given its assumptions) entirely- possible situations .
What we, as long-time SF readers , have selected as "the
best" SF you can read to become acquainted with the field is
admittedly an incomplete listing. We have omitted the work of
some prominent writers, Arthur C. Clarke and Robert Heinlein
among them, because of space limitations, and we've left out
some of the newer ones, such as Ursula K. LeGuin and Roger
Zelazny, because our prejudices lie with old-fashioned
hard-science stuff. We've avoided any short stories , because
except in one collection (Science Fiction Hall of Fame, Vol. I,
edited ·by Robert Silverberg), the best pieces are too widely
scattered through volumes of anthologies and periodicals .
What we have chosen is seven good books to get you started.

Something for everyone

Dan Hawkins and T. A. Straayer
A CANTICLE FOR LEIBOWITZ
A CANTICAL FOR LEIBOWITZ is somewhat of an anomaly
in science fiction , being its writer's sole claim to fame arid an
amazing amalgam o(science, Christian monasticism , medieval history, and nuclear doomsday. Amid the ruins left after a
twentieth-century atomic holocaust, a thirty-second-century
monk devoted to preserving scientific knowledge finds a
shopping list and blueprints attributed to the Blessed
Leibowitz . Brother Francis begins a quest for the canonization
of this obscu re engineer, and his pursuit has its effects in
altering the character of the New Dark Ages in which he lives
and works . A CANTICLE FOR LEIBOWITZ stands out for
its masterful blend of past and future, its depth of characterization , and its deep religious consciousness . Twenty years
old th is year, this single book has placed Walter M. Miller,
Jr. among SF's greats.

Come Home [1955]; and The Triumph of Time [1958)) which
constitutes James Blish's only genuinely significant contribution to the field . The tome is a "history of the future " in the spirit
of Isaac Asimov's better known Foundation Trilogy, and uses
the theories of the historian Oswald Spengler ( The Decline of
the West) to sketch a portrait of the cultural development of
man throughout the galaxy from the twenty-first to the fortyfirst centuries. Essentially hard-science SF, CITIES IN
FLIGHT postulates two important scientific breakthroughs-an anti-gravity generator and anti-death drugswhich allow whole cities of people to roam the galaxy,
there recapitulating the political, economic , and religious
proclivities of centuries of earthbound fol k. A tour de force of
clever extrapolation and occasionally prescient social commentary, as well as a gripping adventure epic , CITIES IN
FLIGHT is one of the best works of its kind .

DUNE
CITIES IN FLIGHT
One of the monumental works of science fiction , CITIES IN
FLIGHT is a tetralogy of interconnected novels (They Shall
Have Stars [1957); A Life for the Stars [1962); Earthman ,
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Frank Herbert's achievement in toppling Isaac Asimov's
Foundation Trilogy from the top of the SF-epic heap is a
classic case of doing more with less. In fewer words , with
fewer characters, and on a single planet, DUNE calls into

being a richer, more gripping collapse-of-the-galacticempire saga. The desert world of Arrakis and its inhabitants,
the wild Fremen and gigantic sandworms, provide a cosmic
messiah with a power base for his conquest of humanity. The
book is filled with a sense of history and carries a Tolkein-like
touch in its comprehensive detailing of Arrakis' ecology,
religion and language. Its hero's self-awareness and -realization techniques have won DUNE a cult following , and the
blend of action and contemplation in Paul Muad'Dib's character make Luke Skywalker and The Force look just plain silly.
Originally published in 1965, DUNE copped top SF honors,
taking both the Nebula and Hugo awards, and has already
been recognized as a landmark in the field .

Arguably more a fantasist than a science fiction writer, Bradbury nevertheless applies his unique auctorial vision to what
is typically considered to be the stuff of SF-time travel,
space travel, encounters with alien races, and the like. His
masterpiece , THE MARTIAN CHRONICLES is a case in
point: ostensibly an account of the human settlement of the
planet Mars, from 1999-2026, the collection of short stories
brilliantly transcends the conventions it employs, and provides a lyric portrait of a pioneer society and of the enduring
reatures of the indomitable human spirit. THE MARTIAN
CHRONICLES is SF for the person who likes SF and for
peo"ple who don 't.
NERVES

I, ROBOT
Perhaps the most enduringly popular work of the giant of
hard-science SF, Isaac Asimov, I, ROBOT is the core collection of the author's famous robot stories . The book is ostensibly an anecdotal interview with Asimov's grand dame Dr.
Susan Calvin, the cantankerous "robopsychologist" employed by the world's great corporate manufacturer of
mechanical men, U.S. Robots . I, ROBOT amply displays
Asimov's genius at creating fiction within the bounds of
reason; the stories are marvelously diverse , even though they
all adhere to a strict code which Asimov defines in his famous
"Three Laws of Robotics" :
1-A robot may not injure a human being , or, through
inaction, allow a human being to come to harm.
2~A robot must obey the orders given it by human beings
except where such orders would conflict with the First Law.
3-A robot must protect its own existence as long as such
protection does not conflict with the First or Second Law.
Rather than restricting Asimov's creative freedom, the Three
Laws provide a framework on which he can construct stories
with his unique blend of ratiocination, pathos , and wit. This
volume is a sure pleasure for the uninitiated and the veteran
reader of SF alike .

THE MARTIAN CHRONICLES
One of the few authors to have achieved mainstream
acceptance, for his SF writing , Ray Bradbury has appeared in
even so pedestrian a publication as The Reader's Digest.

Even before most of those who protested the construction
of Seabrook atomic power plant were born, Lester Del Rey
had sketched a scenario of nuclear disaster in his brilliant
novella, NERVES. Though the dialogue of cameraderie between his characters is as corny as 1942 could be, the book
explores the technical and human problems posed by a
reactor gone wild . Atomics and medicine are the scientific
realms involved , and NERVES provides some of the most
intense suspense in SF as Doctor Ferrel and Engineer
Jorgenson battle to control the injury and damage caused by
a radioactive blaze.

THE SIRENS OF TITAN
THE SIRENS OF TITAN provides a spot of lighter reading
from the comic-tragic viewpoint of Kurt Vonnegut. Not usually
thought of as an SF writer, Vonnegut has sprinkled most of his
works with some SF ideas , including the manifestation of his
alter ego, SF writer Kilgore Trout. An early (1959) novel, THE
SIRENS OF TITAN is the purest SF Vonnegut has to offer. Malachi Constant, who makes millions in the stock market by following his father's method for getting hot tips from the Gideon
Bible, and Winston Niles Romfoord, who can see into the future
because he's been there , criss-cross each other's paths
throughout the book in quest of the lovely Sirens . Vonnegut
introduces his fabulous chrono-synclastic infundibulum, or
spiral of time , and reveals that human destiny hinges on the
mission of a little messenger from Trafalmadore named Salo .
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Time, Black Holes and a L
Why Newton is rur

It seems
quite obvious that
grandfather clocks, egg timers, hour
glasses, alarm clocks, atomic clocks,
and digital wrist watches share a common function. I assume that all readers
recognize that each of these 9evices
measures something very familiar to us,
namely time. So, what's the big deal?
What is there to learn about time except
how to "tell" it and how to construct new
and attractive time-measuring devices
that sell well on the consumer market,
especially near Christmas or graduation
time? And what in the universe does this
discussion of timepieces have to do
with "black holes" in space, or lessons?
An answer is forthcoming, but first a little
background.
Our ordinary concept of time is fundamentally the same as that of Isaac
Newton. We think in terms of an "absolute time" which progresses uniformly
throughout the universe at a rate which
is unaffected by any local circumstance. We assume that the time at
which any event occurs could in principle be unambiguously established by
observing some universal master clock,
or any one of a set of clocks which were
synchronized with this master clock.
Furthermore, the time interval between
two events could be computed simply
by taking the difference between the
times at which the two events occurred,
according to these synchronized
clocks . Using our Newtonian concept of
time we expect all intelligent, clockreading observers to agree on the value
of the time interval between any two
specific events.
Let us apply this concept of time to
the following hypothetical situation .

Howard Van Ti/ is Calvin's own
astronomer.
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Suppose that we were to place several
identical, perfectly accurate clocks in a
straight line, separated from one
another by some convenient distance.
Now imagine taking the clock located at
one end of this line and moving it at a
constant speed to the position of the
clock at the other end of the line. If all
clocks were initially synchronized,
would we not expect that the mobile
clock would indicate precisely the same
time as the clock at the end of the line,
where the journey was completed?
On the basis of a Newtonian concept
of time, yes, we would definitely expect
that. However, if we actually performed
all of these observations with sufficient
precision we would observe, contrary to
our expectations, that the "travelling"
clock runs more slowly than the "stationary" clocks. In fact, according to
Einstein's special theory of relativity, the
travelling clock would run at one half the
rate of the stationary clocks if it travelled
at a speed of about 87% of the speed of
light, or 161,000 miles per second . If this
result is unfamiliar to us, it is perhaps
simply a result of the fact that a readily
observable time difference in this situa-

tion requires the relative speed of the
clocks to be a substantial fraction of the
speed of light. Such a large relative
speed is not part of our ordinary experi ence and consequently this "time dilation" phenomenon is not included in our
ordinary concept of time .
Just as Einstein's special theory of
relativity describes how the rate of passage of time is influenced by relative
motion, so his general theory of relativity
describes how the rate of passage of

;son
1g behind the times

Howard Van Till

time is influenced by the effect of
gravity. According to that theory, time,
as measured by any kind of clock, proceeds at a significantly lower rate in the
presence of a strong gravitational field
such as is found near the gravitationally
crushed remnant of a star. These stellar
corpses may take the form of a white
dwarf star,· a neutron star, or the much
discussed, but seldom understood,
black hole. A black hole may result from
the complete gravitational collapse of a

massive star, and derives its name from
the fact that within a certain distance,
typically a few miles, from its center, the
gravitational field is so strong that nothing can escape, not even light.
To help visualize the gravitational influence on time, imagine that we were
able to observe, perhaps through a
telescope, a clock which could be
placed at different positions relative to a
black hole, and that we could compare
the rate of time passage indicated by
that clock to the rate of time passage
indicated by an identical clock hanging
on the wall of our observatory. Our observations would show that the clock
located in the strong gravitational field
near a black hole appears to run slowly
relative to our local clock. It would "tick"
less often, indicating that time itself, not
just that particular clock mechanism, is
proceeding at a lower rate in that place.
For example, if a particular black hole
had ten times the mass of the Sun, then
a clock placed at a distance. of about
twenty-five miles from the center of the
black hole would run at one half the rate
of clocks located far from any strong
gravitational influence. Still closer to the

'
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center the rate would be even slower,
reaching zero at a special surface
called the "event horizon", where time
stops. Nothing happens there! As
viewed from afar, the event horizon may
appear as no more nor less than the
perfectly black, silent, bleak stillness of
frozen time .
As in the case of clock rates being
influenced by relative motion, this phenomenon of clock rates, and thus the
rate of passage of time itself, being influenced by gravity is for most of us an
unfamiliar phenomenon . We have never
personally observed it and thus it may
seem to contradict our common sense
notion of the nature of time . However,
we must be reminded that our "common
sense" is formed from a limited range of
experience and consequently may not
be applicable to phenomena which fall
in a domain outside of that range. We
ought not to be surprised to discover
that our Newtonian concept of time is
incomplete and is limited in applicability.
I believe that we may draw from this
discussion of clocks and black holes a
lesson on the limitations of our common
sense notion of time . While our ordinary
concept of time is adequate for organizing our day to day experiences, it must
not be carelessly extrapolated to circumstances far beyond our usual experience. This is a lesson to be learned
not only by physical scientists, but by all
of us. Perhaps even our philosophical
and theological discussions concerning the temporal acts of God in creation ,
providence , and redemption have been
limited in precision partly because they
have largely been carried on in the language of an incomplete concept of
time . If the fear of our Lord is the beginning of wisdom, then perhaps the
awareness of our limitations is the beginning of humility.
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person who picked him-the President.
The Student Body President could easily assure himself of a near-majority in
the Senate with proper manipulation of
committee appointments . Admittedly,
the Senate could still reject the ComCom's choices, and even in the old
Senate, fighting a President's nominations was tough. But now such a battle
would be even tougher, and the tougher
the fight, the more tempted a President
could be .
One should note the recent selection
of the three caucus-Senators for 197879 as an example of how easily the
system could be tampered with. When
the Academic Affairs Caucus elected
Mike Hakkenberg as its Senate Representative, there were six people, including him, who could vote in that election .
The other two caucuses contained 14
and 21 possible voters respectively.
Such a selection method is closer to the
"smoke-filled room" method of early
American conventions than to the
one man, one vote principle.
Outside of the "smoke-filled room"
principle, the ideas behind the caucuses seem to be out of line with the
thoughts guiding the American political
tradition . Although the Founding
Fathers were not in favor of "Joe Average" running the political show, they
also would not have approved of removing the electoral process from the
people by electing representatives
through committees .
Five of the 19 Senate seats are filled
by committees, thus leaving only 14
directly elected by the students . But not
even 14 are really elected . A voter in the
Student Body President election must
endorse a three-person team, and his
preference for a Presidential candidate
will dictate his vote . Woe betide the
student who wanted a ChapinWondergem-Prince team in office, or
the commuter who wanted to cast his
ballot for Rinck, Schreuder, and Moses.
If a voter wishes one Presidential candidate to win, he must also accept anyone
who runs with that candidate . So the
student body actually chooses just 12 of
the 19 people making up the Student
Senate, and with so few Senate seats
available (especially with seven seats to
spread among the Sophomore, Junior,
and Senior classes), candidates without
well-known Dutch names, extensive
backgrounds in the Christian schools,
and lots of friends in the dorms may be
at a slight disadvantage. To illustrate, all
seven winners in the 1978 election were
either returning incumbents or members of losing Presidential teams . One
should also note that some of the four
freshman Senators elected in the fall are
almost guaranteed to lose (because of
returning upperclassman incumbents)

in the spring elections for the seven
Upperclassman seats, thus damaging
continuity in the Senate . Also, no class
(save the freshmen) is assured of even
one Senate representative. While the
interests of the three upper classes
probably will not differ too much (although conflicts could arise), today's
Senate could possibly contain no members of any one class , and such a situation would rob the Senate of Senators
with perspectives representing the
ideas and experiences of many students .

Less Losers
The scant number of Senators points
to another defect in the revised
Senate-that thirteen fewer people are
in the Senate. In my 1¼ years on the
Senate, I found that the sole value in
being a Senator was the worth of participating . Student government at Calvin is usually comatose and only rarely
active enough to be verbose, yet the
Senate does provide Senators with a
worthwhile experience. And the less opportunities there are to get into the Senate, the more likely that interest in the
Senate will flag . Fourteen candidates
ran for the seven upperclassman seats
in the spring of 1977, but only eight ran
initially in 1978 (ten eventually became
candidates) . Out of a 1978-79
freshman class which began the year
1,208 strong, only four persons threw
their hats into the Senate ring . The paucity of candidates may be temporary, but
it does not bode well for the future . The

old version of Senate had problems filling all of its seats too, but the Senate
would probably be better seNed by
virtually assuring a prospective candidate of election than by virtually denying
election to most.
The new Senate has some positive
facets, but whether it surpasses the old
Senate is quite debatable. Perhaps the
old Senate could have used a few adjustments (the addition of a mentor from
the Political Science department, for
example), but it did get many people
involved. Its virtue was a diverse membership complete with competing factions . The new Senate, as a result of the
revisions, is by contrast a homogenized
mix.
Perhaps the greatest motivation for
Senate Revision was the fear of student
apathy . In 1976, some Senate leaders
expressed this fear and set the plan for
revision in motion. Their fears , nevertheless, were only too well-founded . Senate Revision has not taken the student
body by storm .
Student apathy will always be with us,
except perhaps when a dynamic leader
comes to power in a time of crisis. The
Senate's present concern about apathy
may well be wasted. Voter apathy is
certainly not one of our national government's obsessions; the American
system seems to make doing nothing
easier than doing something; as a result, truly bad bills rarely get out of the
Congress. Calvin 's Student Senate
could take its cue from Washington :
Don 't worry about how others tend
theirs, just make sure that your own
house is in order.

Kites

We were out flying
kites on the sand,
water-wind whistling through smiles.
Rushes of red warmth
melting our hands,
white breath chills are beguiled
Laughing in grey skies
deep in the clouds,
lifeline colors defy,
believers unfearing come soaring proud,
our valentines to the sky
Banners of freedom
anticipation brings
We celebrate winter turned mild,
all that 1s hopeless is won by the spring,
when the man in the moon is a child.

Merrie Amsterburg
honorable mention, Good Groceries
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Something Old,Something New
Mediocrity seems to be Senate norm

James Rinck
In the spring of 1977, the Calvin College Student Senate produced one of its
more momentous pieces of legislation
when it voted to revise itself. Many
Senators voted to eliminate themselves
when they approved the Senate Revision Plan , for the "new" Senate consisted of only 19 members, while the
"old " version contained 33. According
to its architects, the smaller Senate
would be more productive and effective
than Senates of years past because of
its revamped structure and its limited
number of members . The question
today is whether the history of the "new"
Senate confirms the predictions of its
creators .
For those unacquainted with the ancient form of the Student Senate, it was
composed of 32 elected Senators (eight
from each class) and the Student Body
President. Many student committee positions were filled by the numerous
Senators , and no caucuses existed . As
a member of the last edition of the old
Senate, I must confess that absenteeism was frequent and that many
Senators were less than interested in
performing their duties.
The current constitution of the Student Senate calls for a much different
setup: first, a President-Vice President-Secretary team is elected , then
seven upperclassmen representatives are selected , and finally five more
Senators are picked (one each from the
three caucuses-Academic Affairs ,
Cultural Affairs , and Student Services
and Social Committees) to round out the
Senate. I was also a member of the
1978-79 Senate for a brief time , and
while absences are fewer under the new

James Rinck, a senior, has served as
Senator and as Chimes news editor.
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system , there still appear to be several
Senators who do not deign to do their
duties.
Of course , no Senate could be
pruned of all of its weak limbs . But is the
new Senate more effective now? If one
presumes that the ratio of active to inactive Senators remains relatively constant over the years , then the efficiency
of the new Senate structure will determine the worth of the 1977 revisions.
Today's Senate lacks the large
number of standing committees of its
predecessor, and . its attention is now
mostly trained upon the three caucuses.
Students on faculty committees are
grouped into these caucuses , which at. tempt to "organize and unify the student
voice in these [faculty] . . : committees
(1978-79 Student Handbook, p. 12).
Jonathan Rockey , a member of the
Senate Revision Committee of 1976-77,
believed that
the most significant
potential for the Senate was improving
the student voice on faculty committees, " (Chimes, March 4, 1977, p. 5)
and the three caucuses attempt to bring
Rockey 's idea to life.
Last year was the first year of existence for the caucuses , and the yearend reports of the three groups should
provide some insight into their usefulness . Besides establishing some
guidelines for the caucus , the main
achievement of the Academic Affairs
Caucus
seems
to
have
been
" [keeping] . . . the communication lines
open, both between the senate and the
faculty committees and between the
students themselves who serve on the
committees " (Academic Affairs Caucus
Year End Report, 1977-78). The Student Affairs Caucus was not as busy ,
however: "the accomplishments of the
Student Affairs Caucus of this past year
have been, at best, minimal. " And despite the opportunities provided by Taxi
11
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Driver furor , the Cultural Affairs Caucus
evidently did not do enough to warrant a
year-end report.
The reason for the inactivity of the
caucuses may be found in the year-end
report of the Student Affairs Caucus :
there are very few issues on which
the students and faculty differ so greatly
as to requ ire the students to approach
Senate (via Student Affairs Caucus) ,
rather than going through the normal
facu lty committee channels ." Only one
caucus was very active , and its main
achievement was communicating information to the Senate and students.
There may be more efficient methods of
communicating than erecting a new
organ in the college bureaucracy. Also,
the year 1977 -78 was remarkable in
the evaluations of the 4-1-4 and of
the still-hypothetical Mass Communications Program came up for much
discussion in faculty committees . Such
years are rare . The caucuses could become more active in the future, but they
also might (in the case of the Academic
Affairs Caucus) do even less. And while
having three caucus representatives on
the Senate may facilitate communication between the Senate and faculty
committees, much the sam~ sort of
thing existed in the old Senate , when
many Senators sat on faculty committees .
But another aspect of these caucusSenators should be considered; just
who chooses them? The students do
not; rather, they are picked by their fellow caucus members, who are in turn
selected by the Senate Committee on
Committees. And who chooses the
Committee on Committees? It is made
up of the Vice President, three Senators,
and three persons nominated by the
Vice President. Thus, a majority of
like-minded members is guaranteed to
the Vice President and indirectly to the
11
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"Short Piece for Voices and Flute" is a
simple bit of experimental music performable by any group of eight or more
people (children or adults) plus a reasonably competent flautist. It is music of
sounds (actually, all music is such,
since by very definition, music is an art
of sound and sound manipulation); that
is, vocally and bodily produced sounds,

noises, if you will, but noises coordinated and organized in a particular time
frame.
The piece is not difficult, neither need
the performers be trained singers; however, they must be able to read and
follow instructions. The work requires
scarcely any rehearsal; it has been performed several times-once by as

many as 500 high school students with
about five minutes of pre~aration.
Nor is the piece profound. It is particularly music; it is music to have fun with. If
there is any "point" to it, it is simply that
we must learn to be sensitive to the
SOUNDS constantly surrounding us
and remain alert to the possibilities of
expanding our aural repertory.

Short Piece for Voices and Flute
John Worst
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Tom has propped a bird's body up in an empty jar, thus filling the jar, metaphorically, with
Death . Here, the isolation, separation, and loneliness of Death are strongly represented . The
jar becomes a barrier. We cannot reach into it and alter the situation, we can only look in at the
dead bird. Its death and disintegration demand strong responses which Tom hopes will
force our minds to go beyond the fact of this one bird's death and perhaps reaffirm life itself.

In contrast to this serious piece, Tom offers one he considers much lighter in its overall
tone. He calls it a "reference." Everything about this piece refers to the past. It gives me very
pleasant nostalgic feelings. It gives us, I think, a sense of history. The old awning, the muted
colors, the textures of wood, cloth, glass, and putty, and the dust.refer to something that was.
These things are familiar enough to bring to mind things that were once new. To me , this
piece is easy to look at because it is coherent and sensually pleasing ."
"Intuitively," Tom summarizes, "I think I've always known what I was forced to work out and
put words to when I felt myself going in the wrong direction and becoming so frustrated by
that. When I began to realize how full and unlimited aesthetic elements are, I found myself
categorizing them as far as my mind would go.

"I categorized in order to understand, but I soon realized that the aesthetic doesn't make
up all of life, so I had to start relating life and art back together. Aesthetic elements are, I
believe, always connected to moral and physical elements; everything works together.
Not only that, but everything works together toward perfection. Even though perfection
isn't possible now, it can still be held up as an ideal. My intent in what I produce is part of
an absolute intention, shared by all who accept that ideal.
I do believe that it's necessary for a Christian to think and act with this attitude, for we
know that, ultimately, God's will must be done. I see my art as a step taken toward that end ."
reported by Kate Harper

photos by Tom Dykstra
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Words and Works= Tom Dykstra
Tom Dykstra picks things up off the street and calls them art. "Found objects" make up a
large part of what Tom presents , visually and as examples of his belief about the role of art
and the artist. Justification for calling a found object art comes from the artist's perception of
what that object helps to communicate. Tom wants to communicate how limitless our
appreciation of and participation in the aesthetic aspects of our world can be.
"Our whole surrounding, in every part and portion, shares the aspect of the aesthetic, "
Tom believes . "Every s~nsory experience-sight, sound, smell , taste, touch-may be
appreciated for its peculiar satisfaction of our aesthetic needs . We are not limited to the
readily apparent beauty around us, but may (and often do) find appreciation in seemingly
insignificant things as well , even in those we may casually term 'ugly' or 'useless .' Aesthetic
appreciation, therefore , is by no means limited to 'beauty,' but runs the gamut in satisfying all
our senses to their fullest.
"The possibility of this appreciation is endless, because the whole of our lives , beginning
to end , is filled with variety. That's why I draw my materials (and immaterials) from the
commonplace and the everywhere-present, finding in such 'found objects' a basis for
sharing with others the wealth of the world ."
Tom began his quest by examining his frustration with painting after spending three fruitless semesters working in that medium. " Up to that point," he explains, "I was going about
art in a very traditional way, using a traditional form which wasn't fully expressive for me.
I was caught up with my own ability , and in painting my ability was falling on its face ."
"After a period of disillusionment and non-productivity, I began to see things differently. I
saw that what makes painting a unique medium is color. In the same way, I recognized that
sculpture is not only work with stone or wood, but also shape and mass and threedimensionality. And shape and mass and color are all around us. The barriers which had
limited my access to these media were broken down and I saw art as part of a whole with
aesthetic elements everywhere making up that whole.
" I left promoting my creativity and ability behind when I became aware that I am only a
responder, an arranger, and a selector of the aesthetic elements God has put in all of
Cre.ation, in every thing and in us. I felt freer, for having discovered the pleasure of just
looking around , instead of concentrating only on certain types of art and finished forms ."

A piece of scrap metal left unaltered since Tom took it from where it was discarded
provides an example. " I selected this because , in part, I want to show how our senses are
stimulated by an object as it is. I've done nothing to it; and whether someone makes
pleasant associations with it or considers it ugly junk, it inevitably causes some reaction in his
mind ."
"However, the more arranging I do with a particular piece , the better I control the
associations a viewer makes with the aesthetic. I have definite intentions for what I want this
bird in a jar to connote."
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Age on a Park Bench
Cindy DeVries
"Grow old along with me!
The best is yet to be ... "
Robert Browning
Two joggers, puffing a little, and a dog-walking girl passed
without seeing the hunched figure huddled on the park
bench. Only the sunlight examined the old lady, pausing to
finger her hair before moving on to the more energetic company of the leaves.
Some days she wondered if she even existed. Perhaps
she'd died, and nobody'd reminded her of it.
A mother pushing a stroller sat down on the bench to read a
romance paperback. Haven't seen her before, the old woman
thought idly. The baby in the stroller regarded her with wideeyed interest. Cute little thing, the old lady thought, a wisp of
smile tugging at her mouth. Should grow up handsome, I
think.
The sun was setting, and the baby found a visiting caterpillar more interesting than the wrinkled face, tickling the fuzzy
body with a stubby jam-stained finger. Its mother looked up
as the shadow fell on her page, gave a sigh, and went off
hurriedly. Must be late fixing supper for her husband, the old
lady decided. The baby's hungry too. Neither of them are
going to like that. Probably I should go home and fix supper
tooBut no one's waiting. Why bother? Her eyes saw 'home'; a
little room, reeking of dusty memories and the soured milk
she'd forgotten to drink. The room revolved slowly~ the
lampshade, hung crookedly, a ragged edge of paper fluttering off one corner, her husband's picture next to the bed, a
few old magazines on the nightstand to read if she couldn't
sleep, which happened a lot nowadays, the old quilt, a little
musty ... she should put it out the window to air. Maybe
tomorrow ... the cracked mirror, her grandchildren's picture
stuck in one of its corners. Then the room wilted in its own
decay. The old woman let out her thoughts slowly, like a long
sigh.
.
Mustn't be this way, she reminded herself. Pull up, old girl!
Remember you have-

But remembering was the same old pattern for her past
century's existence. It was tirlng, having to remember to live.
Once there was something to do, to see, someone to love.
Empty schedule was her companion now. Mornings were
spent watching the pigeons scramble for her breakfast
crumbs, afternoons, sitting on her park bench or, if her
arthritis let her, walking to the grocery store or library. It didn't
matter if she couldn't get there much. She was never very
hungry, and her last book had lain unread on the nightstand
for weeks.
The evenings changed with the weather. If it was warm, she
stayed in the park long after sunset, content to be faceless in
the darkness; if it turned cold or rainy, she went to the railroad
station. One could be warm there but unnoticed, even while
there was plenty of time to watch and wonder about others.
Fortunately, they never watched and wondered about her.
She rather liked being unnoticeable, she guessed. It happened so often that it was normal now. Once . .. once a girl
stopped, tried to talk with her, but she felt naked and uncomfortable under the young gaze. °Life laughed at her through the
girl's face, and the old woman wanted to escape that nameless terror. A few rusty words, then a closing of the eyes
served the purpose- the girl went away. Now the old woman
only watched faces who looked through her, bland and
pasty-smooth, unmarked by living .
A leaf fluttered into her lap. One stiff finger reached out to
stroke it, and for a moment her eyes lost their blear. But her
face soon lapsed back into its accustomed grimace . She
pulled the rough scarf closer around her neck.
Getting chilly, it is. Time to go, she reminded herself.
Sometime someone may be waiting and you'll miss
him ... but the absent shadow passed silently by and didn't
look back. Still she sat, drooped against the bench's sterility,
silent while the twilight deepened.
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men on first and second , no outs, the count 3-0. I never saw
Nick concentrate so hard.
Shouts from the stands. "Come on, Ray. Smack that ball!
Wing that ball over their heads!"
Nick pitched and Ray fouled it off.
Shouts. "Come on, Ray! Down their throats!"
I almost jumped. I couldn 't believe parents were telling their
kids to hit a ball down some other kid's throat.
The pitch . It was a hard liner to second base, and he tagged
the runner out and threw to me at first for a double play.
The runner was out but strangely enough I fumbled the ball
and it rolled way out of the field towards the stands. The runner on third was running home.
I ran to get the ball and could feel the heat of the Skywalker
stands breathing down my neck. "That girl can 't play! Whaddya gotta girl for? Don't you have any men on your side?"
I threw the ball to home as hard as I could. It barely got
there, right after the runner scored . The Skywalker fans were
hooting and cheering wildly. "Way to go, team!" Our team's
parents jumped out of their seats and a few of them stepped
down to the field and argued with the umpire because it was
so close, but to no avail. "Get back, you farmers!" the
Skywalker parents yelled.
I was anxious, but mostly for Nick. I went to the mound and
told him to keep it up; he was pitching great. The parents were
still yelling. I was used to being yelled at for being female so it
didn't faze me. But their yell ing at the other kids did .
"Go Morton! Slug that ball and let 'em have it! They already
showed us they can't field! You show those farmers' kids!"
Morton struck out and we were up. I was up first.
Shouts: "Get that girl out of there! She can't play. Get back
to your father's farm , farm girl! " It was unmistakenly the voice
of Mr. Olds .
I hit a triple off Tadd Olds . Our fans cheered. After a couple
more batters I was batted in . The score was tied and our side
retired.
The worst that could happen would be an extra inning
game. The tension between the t@ams was too sticky.
The Skywalkers got another run. It was our last ups now. If
we didn't get a run then we've lost. For Nick's sake we had to
win .
Joey, the carpenter's son, was up. The Skywalker fans
started 'up again . "Why don't you go nail your bat to a two-byfour, carpenter boy?"
Then our parents' side piped up. " Hey, third baseman, why
don't you have your dad buy you the trophy?" To the editor's
son: " Right fielder- wait till you read this write-up in the paper
tomorrow!"
I really thought I was getting nauseous. I got so uptight with
all the yelling that my head pounded . By now we had two outs,
and Nick was up. Yes , my brother Nick was facing Tadd Olds
in the clinching pitches .
Every kid 's face was stricken with anxious anticipation. The
parents were yelling and screaming. My ears were ringing.
Nick took the first pitch as a ball.
And the second one.
The third one was a swung-at strike .
So was the fourth one.
Next pitch- Nick fouled it off to the right. Again he fouled it
off. Again and again he fouled off each pitch.

They were both sweating. I wiped my face off with my cap
and was surprised to see that I was too. Mr. Olds was yelling
something from the stands, but I couldn't hear him anymore .
Tadd was getting poised for the pitch . Nick stood steady as a
rock in the batter's box.
The pitch.
Nick struck out. The game was over.
The Skywalkers parents were running onto the field, but so
were ours . I heard Mr. Olds boast something about winning
the first battle , but I didn't know what he meant. We didn't have
a battle. We had played a game.
The kids were breaking up and dispersing. I wanted to run
up to Nick but I knew he wanted to be alone . Besides, Dad
would have to know who won . I started home alone on my
bike.
On my way up the road , I ran into Tadd . He was a head taller
than I, and looking up at him made me squint in the afternoon
sun that haloed his hair.
"What do you want?" I asked.
" My Dad says this is only the first battle won . Do you know
what he means?"
I felt my face turning hotter and hotter and hardening into a
volcanic glare. I wanted to just hit him as hard as I could ,
because he was too much of a gentleman to hit me back.
I hit him. As hard as I could .
Then I hopped onto my bike , tears streaming down my
fact, and bolted down the road home, as fast as I could pedal.
I had to go tell Dad.

Solstice Wind
Voices chant
splintered
words
through a keening wind.
Padraic reads
while
flaming rowan hisses hot scorn.
I listen
because
the sun has diedthis written
Lore tells
the omen of a different star,
the truth of a singular tree.

Heidi Kartman
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they're as good as us. I just ... I just have to win this game ."
That evening at dusk I escaped on my bike down to the
empty sandlot, and sat down on the hometeam bench. Picking
up a handful of sand and letting the grains slip between my
fingers, thought fragments were sifting through my mind in the
same manner. What was happening to Nick? All of a sudden I
didn't understand the one person whose thoughts I had
always been able to read by just looking at his face. Now I
couldn't decipher that troubled look of his and I don't think he
could either. If Dad didn't care who won the game, why did
Nick? I mean, why did anyone? Especially Mr. Olds- why did
he make such a big deal out of it? He made Dad pretty angry,
all because of a stupid amusement park.
I walked out to the pitcher's mound and pitched a spitball to
an imaginary batter. My thoughts continued. Where would
they put a big park like that in Cameron anyhow? They could
probably fit a sideshow or two on the sandlot, then if they
wanted more room they'd have to cut down and plow over a
dozen rows of pine and willow trees past the outfield and ... how could Mr. Olds want to do such a thing? How ugly
that would look! And there would be no shade trees for me to
lie under and feed peanuts to the squirrels.
It was chilly out but I felt hot. I picked up another handful of
cool sand from the mound and dropped it into my pocket for
solace. Nick's distressed face and Mr. Olds' unyielding
stance recurred in my mind. I irrevocably concluded that our
team needed to secure the victory at the sandlot. I would win
the game for Nick. And for Dad.
1

Every day Nick and I pedalled to the sandlot to practice.
When it rained he and I played catch under the eaves. But
every day we were down there, even when Hud didn't call a
practice. Tadd and the other Skywalkers were usually there
batting around . Tadd was apparently amazed at Nick's persistance and perseverence. 'Hey, what's the big deal?
Wanna win or something?"
"Yeh, why don't you practice more and give us a real
game?"
Tadd would just shake his head in disbelief. It had never
mattered before.
That night Dad went to a town council meeting and came
back as bothered as I had ever heard him. He walked in the
door and went straight to Mom in the parlor and from my bed
(where I was supposedly sleeping) I heard some of what he
said, "Why can't those complicated Northerners move back
to the city where they're from? Why, they've been here at least
ten years-since their kids were very young-without changing us."
"Is the park going to go through?" came Mom's quiet voice.
"There's no telling right now. The Council appears to be
evenly split. And the way Lewis Olds is campaigning .. . he
made quite a speech tonight. Melanie, that was the worst
meeting I've ever been to in this town . He practically had the
councilmen off their chairs, either rooting for him or trying to
upstage him. They're money-hungry- those city folks- and
their talk of money and economy kindles unrest and bitterness
in the rest of our community. The whole council tonight was
like bulls in an arena, pawing at the dirt; and stubborn- not a
soul gave in. Olds wants a bigger hotel with more shops,

Jenks wants a greater newspaper circulation, Randall would
like to expand his restaurants into a chain, and Collins says
_ the village layout favors the erection of some decent construction sites for new buildings and streets . Then who would need
the blacksmith, or Jed's fruit market, or Gripp's barber shop?
If they had their way and built their wretched park and
commercialized this whole town, it would draw slabs of tourists
who would paste themselves all over the cheap motels and
attractions whose plans keep threatening us. They would
have their booming industry, but never again would Cameron
be the country neighborhood where everybody wants to raise
their kids."
"When do you vote on the issue?" Mother asked.
"We vote next week . Right after the kids' final game . And if
the vote goes through, it'll probably be the last game they ever
play on that sandlot."
Two more games came ar:d went leaving us in victory .
There was only one left in order to win the title. And it would be
Wally's Shoes against the Skywalkers.
They called us the "farmer league," which had nothing to
do with the fact that one of the minor American league farm
teams was located on the outskirts of the county. The members of our team were the sons of the fathers who were bom
and raised here all their lives. They ran all the beef and dairy
farms, the blacksmith and silversmith shops and the barber
shop. The Skywalker team comprised the "urban league,"
more or less. Most of them moved here from the big cityincluding a few from New York-to promote their businesses in
hotels, restaurants, construction and journalism. Supposedly
thrown together by chance, the two teams seemed destined
that way.
Dad came to me one night with an uneasy look on his
usually placid face- which ruffled me somewhat- and grimly
told me, "Tina, I don't want you or your brother to play in that
game."
I protested, but by the look on his face I knew I'd have to
play without his approval .

The big game day came . I felt for Nick because he was so
uptight. We arrived at the sandlot and the stands were full
already, as full as they'd ever be . Every parent in town was
there, except for Dad . There was an unusual atmosphere I
had never sensed before at a game. It was. like a mentai tug of
war betweeri the two stands of parents .
The game began and it reminded me of what I heard Dad
say about the town council meeting- the parents must have
thought this was an extension of the meeting because they
sure yelled enough. It was as though the outcome of this was
the deciding factor .in whether the park would be installed or
not.
The first eight innings were anything but dull even though
nobody got any runs, because the tension began to settle like
a dense fog inevitably dropping over us . One of the
Skywalker's parents was throwing away his apple core and it
accidently hit our catcher in the head. And there was a close
call at the plate in the other team's favor when we were up,
causing our team's parents to protest. Finally, it was the top of
the eighth and the Skywalkers were up, no score yet. Nick was
on the mound. Ray, the banker's son, was at the plate . Two
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home, passing by the turnoff leading to the main road of
Cameron. In Cameron, you could still buy a hamburger for
twenty-four cents, and men hung out at the barbershop all
day when there was nothing else to do. Wally's leather goods,
the blacksmith shop and a few other stores were the
mainstays of the village. Just beyond the back door of those
shops, the mountain glens and knolls provided refuge for the
homes and farmlands, and nourishment for the wildflowers
and my favorite willow tree, whose shade I loved to lie in for
hours at a time while feeding the squirrels peanuts out of my
hand.

I cornered my bike into our front porch where the
clothesline was strung across the front , its sheets and denims
tossing with the breeze. Inside, Mom had a sandwich at the
kitchen table for me. From inside the parlor I heard voicesDad's and some other man's whose I couldn't distinguish. We
had been taught not to eavesdrop but it was so hard not to
hear.
"No, Lewis. I'm afraid I can't think about it at all."
"What's the matter with it? Do you want me to alter it
somewhat? A compromise? The rate of construction? The
pay?"
"No, no, you're missing the point. I don't want it altered . I
don't even want it. Building another hotel in Cameron isn't
practical. You would never warrant enough business from
Cameron 'sightseers' to pay me back without you and I both
going into debt."
"That's where you've missed the point, Clare. When that
amusement park goes up we're going to need a few strips of
motels. This community will be bustling with business. Think
of the economy."
"That's what I'd rather not think about. I don't want my kids
raised in an overcrowded town with pushy tourists, cheap
· souvenir shops, and silly amusements. The way it is now is
perfect. The country is beautiful, the kids love baseball and
the park for recreation; the town suits our needs. The amusements park would create havoc for the kids. Everyone would
turn into a time clock. The village would be dirty and expanded, robbing us of some of our country, and the kids
wouldn't be able to enjoy as much leisure time and the country
folk around here."
"But the park is the perfect solution for this town! Why, the
jobs for kids it would create are limitless! And there would be
more business for everyone."
"But no peace or tranquility for anyone. No small town
community affairs. Just some barely familiar, harried faces
making the way for more strange tourists ."
"I'm appalled at you, Clare . To think you are one of the finest
members in standing on the town council and you don't want
any progress. I believe you're the only one ... "
"No I'm not, Lew. And we'll vote down the park even if we
never do another decent thing for this town in our lives. This is
our children's town, and this is where we want them to grow
up-in a family town ."
"I have a family too, and when we still lived north in the
city . . ."
"And you may raise your own family at your own pace and in
your own place without changing this town from what it is."
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''I'm sorry you feel this way, opposed to progress . . ."
"Progress? To see this addition of buildings, enterprises
and people as an attribute, as a positive force- which it may
be according to your definition of progress- is a shame and
misnomer. Just what is your idea of progress anyhow? Linking
our town to the highways and big cities , the rat race, competition and rushing around? When our kids have to get up every
morning wondering who 's going to beat them to a job placement or a head position or a big salary? When our kids have to
be number one in order to be somebody? When they start
counting money and positions instead of old-fashioned values and ... "
" . .. baseball cards, Clare . Baseball cards and home runs .
It's too bad you're too shortsighted to take this opportunity for
the betterment of the community. Progress?- exactly . All the
kids ever see now is baseball. They've got to learn there's
more to life than just a sandlot game."
At this choice moment, I heard Nick slam the back door and
walk in , the conversation immediately dampening.
" Good afternoon, Nicholas. How are you?" Mr. Olds said,
his voice rigidly polite .
I knew Nick win_
ced at being called Nicholas . "Hello, Mr.
Olds ."
"How are you faring this summer? Do you still pitch?"
"Yes, sir, we haven't lost yet."
"Fantastic! Tadd hasn 't lost yet either and he's pitching
better than I've ever seen , and for one of the best teams. I'm
sure it'll finish off first in the league this season." Dad raised
his eyebrows as Mr. Olds caught himself and avoided his
glance.
"We ·think we'll be facing each other for the league title,"
Nick said .
"Hmmm. I bet you will be . Now, who else is on your team?
Jay-the barber's son, oh and that welder's boy-uh, Jim,
and Roy-does his dad still run that farm? "
"Yes, sir. And he still has the fruit market in town ."
"Ah yes . Well, I must be leaving now. Clare, Nicholas. It
certainly has been an . .. interesting afternoon . I presume I'll
see you ... next week at the title clincher, won't I?"
"You can count on it! That'll be the telltale battle," Nick said.
"Yes, it sure will be, won 't it? Good night." He turned and
left, while I joined Nick out on our front porch as he settled into
the swing. Finally sensing the tension in the previous exchange, he wrinkled up his brow, perplexed and perturbed,
and clenched his mitt in his hand . I asked him, "Nick, what's
the matter?"
He hesitated . "I just wanna win this game . I mean, I really
wanna win this game."
I swallowed hard, surprised to hear Nick say he wanted to
win something, especially a trivial baseball game and knowing how Dad felt about winning .
"Is that what you really want to do?" I said, for lack of
recalling any of Dad 's appropriate tidbits of wisdom.
"Yes, I don't know why . I've never wanted to win so bad as
right now and this title ." He paused and looked at me swinging on the porch railing, his fist grinding his mitt. "Winning
never meant this much to me . Ya know, it was always Dad with
his 'do your best' routine . Not so much winning . But this game
is different." He looked back out over the lawn . "It's not that I
wanna prove anything to Tadd or the other guys. They're
great, and I have no hard _feelings towards 'em, even though

The Sandlot
Laura De Nooyer
My brother Nick and I biked down to the sandlot. Coach
Hudson stared at us as we pedaled in.
"I brought the new player you needed ," Nick told him.
"Any good?" Hud queried.
"You'll see."
Hud put me in as designated hitter during the practice
game . This one didn't count toward the league title. I got up
and I winged that ball, and as I was rounding second my
helmet flew off and my braids unwrapped themselves from
around my head and fell to my shoulders. But all Hud said was
that any girl who could slug hard enough to fool him into
thinking she was a boy was good enough to be on his team.
Besides, they were one short.
·
Hud put me on first base in defense . At first I was outfield to
reduce infield errors, but he very quickly discovered I had no
throwing arm and the ball would hit the dirt quite well before it
made it to second or first base or the mound, so he deemed it
safer for me to play first. I was a lefty, and Hud said I was sharp
on infield and caught great, so he was happy, and so was
Wally, the leathersmith, whose shop sponsored our team . On
being dubbed a member of the team, I received the official
team shirt printed with the words: Wally's Shoes. ·
One day at practice a bunch of kids from the Skywalker
Hotel team dropped by and began warming up tq take over
the field when we were done. "Hey, look at that-a girl
player!" one of the older boys, named Tadd, yelled. His dad
was the hotel owner.
"Leave her alone , she's good," retorted one of Wally's
boys.
"If your dad can cook, then she can play baseball," Nick
took my stand.
"I was just kidding,"Tadd withdrew. "She on your team?"
"Yup."

"Then we'll win easy!" he laughed.
"Oh yeh? Well I betcha she can throw twice as far as you can
bat, and baseballs ain't the only thing our team can hit," Nick
approached the boy . Tadd laughed and the other boys joined
in. Tadd wcis Nick's best friend, and unfortunately they
couldn't arrange to land
the same team, so they would
constantly pretend to outdo each other. Actually, Tadd always
hurled his curve balls to Nick, and Nick in turn offered Tadd
his best pitching secrets.
"How's your team doing this year?" Tadd inquired.
"First place, so far-you know that."
"I know, but I asked how. First place can be due to any
number of things, including forfeits," Tadd teased .
"You're crazy! We've got a great team together. Think we'll
be playing you in finals?" Nick replied.
"You bet. The title's either yours or ours this season. We're
first too. I mean, we haven't lost yet. Haven't played you guys
yet either."
"Should be a good game. You've got Stan and Kamp and
Huck and a great defense. Our offense shines now, and we've
got a couple base stealers." Nick chuckled. "And Tina hereshe's a real 'knock-out!"
I smirked as I saddled my bike and left, wondering how long
I would have to muster up patience and understanding for
those boys who think that putting a girl on the team is just f<?r
the sake of babying their sense of humor or mine. Dad would
just laugh at me if I told him how I felt. I know exactly what he'd
say: "Tina, for every gain there is a loss," or something of that
nature; he was always so philosophical, his mind a filing
cabinet of invaluable quotes- one to pull out for every occasion.
I pedaled away down the dirt road from the sandlot to

on
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fool joins a band
fool
always
hears the words
"at dawn, at dawn"
coming from an old
Dylan song. They hold the
note of mystery which fool
can't let go-"at dawn my lover
comes to me and tells me of her dreams,"
but fool remembers that he wet the bedthat he is less, that he has nothing to say
when his father asks "What is your living?" but that
he is a fool who has leaped in faith from the cellar
into the midst of a salvation army band-naked,
but dancing! around a crumpled black hat in which he and
the blind accordian player, the band, collect their coins .
One morning, at dawn, he heard last night's bugle-charge
which rolled at the baseball game to give the crowd
fire, he heard it while the purple gold
of the sun quietly trumpeted
the skyline of the hills outside
the city, he got his band
to learn that song-which he
did, so that now, fool
dances to dawn's
trumpet and
he is
fool

Chris Campbell

29

Night walk In old,

Amsterdam

Blue light lies in the canal,
in a face nodding to a lady
at her door. They gesture bartering.
Soft, her voice caresses-gently, steady
-a tuned machine, clean and efficient.
A dry dock in Rotterdam rises,
lifts a freighter from the water
for routine maintenance, service.
A welders torch on the next dock
sprays out stars to the water below.
She turns curtly, turns her back.
The man follows her black dress
out of the bite of the North Sea
into the oil slicked Mediterranean
womb of all our Western ages, ships, and men.
St. Nicholas church on the north end
shelters us from the north sea wind,
holds a red neon cross on the roof.
Our feet tread fresh droppings of dogs.
The sluices open, flush the canals.

Loading firewood on my pickup
(for cherry blossom poets)
The first pieces of wood
hit the front of the box hard.
With practice my aim is good.
Still, my eyes follow through,
till the wedging slam
sends them back to my hands
pulling at bark and splinters .
Above the railroad tracks,
the pheasant brakes his glide
and beats up his wings for a landing.
He rears up his breast to the morning
spark off the silver rail.
His red, like Korean silk,
is the red bark of cherry .

Bob Boomsma

One piece I saved, spit on, and polished.
That piece I didn't follow through .
That one did the day's work of a spider
with a thud and sharp bite
on the back window. Now,
it rolls out from under my seat
when I brake hard to stop.
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Good Groceries
T. A. Straayer's SF story, "The Shape of Things to Come,"
serves a dual purpose by appearing in this "Science Fiction"
issue. While it adheres to the general theme of this Dialogue, it
also exemplifies the best of the Writer's Guild Good Groceries
Contest. All winning entries in that contest are published this
year, by agreement with Bob Boomsma, head of the Guild, in
January's Dialogue.
The results of Good Groceries are as follows, with comments supplied by R. D. Swets, who judged all entries:
FICTION
First Place: Laura DeNooyer, "The Sandlot"
"The characters live; they deal with a real problem and
solve it realistically."
Second Place: T. A. Straayer, "The Shape of Things to Come"
"Extraordinary imagination and a vivid vocabulary make
this story both provocative and terrifying."
Third Place: Cindy DeVries, "Age on a Park Bench"
"An introduction to an unfamiliar character handled in an
unpretentious and competent manner."

POETRY
First Place: Bob Boomsma, "Night Walk in old, west Amsterdam"
"The best whole poem. Bright and interesting images. It
sticks to the point."
Second Place: Chris Campbell, "fool joins a band"
"The language is immediate. Details like the salvation army
band and the black hat bring the poem alive."
Third Place: Bob Boomsma, "Loading firewood on my pickup"
"The description of the pheasant and the image of the
spider web are beautiful and make the experience live for
the reader ."
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